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ROSE GOULD HANGS BY HER HEELS — WITH
OTHER SUPPORT AND NO NET—INA
STUNT THAT MAKES EVEN VETERAN
CIRCUS HANDS BLINK/

NO

SHE’S 75 FEET
UP— WITH NO
<<
NET BELOW/ IT’S THE MOST
DARING AERIAL ACT |’VE SEEN YET/

YES,

— STOPPED BY THE ROPES
AROUND HER ANKLES—
ONLY THREE FEET
FROM THE GROUND,’

SHE FELL ONCE —
CABLE BROKE —THIS
IS HER FIRST
APPEARANCE
SINCE

I'VE SEEN THRILLING
PERFORMANCES, MiSS
GOULD — BUT NOTHING
TO MATCH YOURS

| SMOKED
7 MANY BRANDS DURING J ™
ue WARTIME CIGARETTE \_

HAVE A CAMEL—
AND TELL US HOW
YOU DEVELOPED
THOSE STUNTS

\

SHORTAGE—CAMELS _4—
SUIT ME BEST/

Ss

| LEARNED FROM
EXPERIENCE... JUST AS I
LEARNED FROM EXPERIENCE
THAT CAMEL IS THE ~
CIGARETTE FOR ME
%
a

Featured aerialist

Your" T-ZONE”
will tell you...

of Ringling Bros. and Barnum

MORE

T FOR TASTE...
T FOR THROAT...

& Bailey Circus

PEOPLE ARE | = SMOKING

ThatS your proving ground
for any cigarette. See
if Camels dont
suit your" T-ZONE”
to aT”
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KNOW
Of
mine

YOUR

TEACHERS
Whilst all members of the staff

the many factors that deterthe efficiency of a college

probably

contribute to the moral and religious development of students,
and that both by instruction and by
example, the University is particu-

the faculty, library, and

finance are considered the most
significant. Every two years the
North Central Association of Colleges asks for reports of member in-

larly rich in its personnel for this

on one of these areas, so

phase of education: forty-eight members of the staff are members of

as to be assured that they are measuring up to standards. I believe
some pertinent facts regarding your

religious orders; forty-one of the
Society of Mary, two of the Order
of Preachers; two of the Sisters of

teachers will command your respect
for them and give you confidence

Notre

stitutions

of

Dame

the

de Namur,

Missionary

and

Sisters

three

of

the

in them.

Most Sacred Heart of Jesus. In ad-

Since the war, the University like
most other colleges has been characterized by a phenomenal increase

members

dition,

in enrollment.

In

the second

900 compared with the 500 of the
semester.

Last

year,

the

en-

rollment was over 1800. At present
it is over 2200. These figures apply
only to the day classes or full-time
students. It has been the great and

constant concern
tration to increase

of the Administhe number

of

teachers in proportion. At present
there are approximately 125 fulltime members of the staff. This
gives a faculty-student ratio of 1:18.

A slightly lower ratio would be
more desirable. However, practically
there are enough teachers.
The staff is well qualified to give
adequate instruction: twenty - two
members
hold Doctor’s degrees;

five of these are in addition to those
of last year;
didates for
majority of
ter’s degree.

four members are canthe Ph.D. degree. The
the others hold a MasA number of assistant

Rev. George J. Renneker,

S.M.

Besides giving instruction to its
students, the University proposes

to provide also for their physical,
social, moral and religious development; these are in keeping with
the general objective of educating

the whole

man.

For the physical

education there are seven members
of the staff. Social education consists in training for leadership and
in human adjustments. These objectives can be attained to a great
extent by the discussion method of
instruction and by student participation in classroom work. However,
these means must be supplemented

by participation

in extra-curricular

activities related to the academic
program. Approximately thirty-eight
members of the staff are advisers
of such activities. In addition, there

are the services of several Chaplains
and of the Guidance Center. Almost two-thirds of the staff are lay

instructors and instructors have less

people, that is, men

than a Master’s degree. Some of
these are highly qualified on the
basis of experience; other are limited
in their work to assisting in laboratories, or to teaching
refresher
courses in mathematics, physics,
chemistry, English, or the elemen-

who, whether married or unmarried,

tary courses in accounting, business
organization, and engineering draw-

ing. Several members have pursued
higher studies during the past summer, and four have leave of absence

this year in order to do advanced
graduate work.
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are

fourteen

other

of the Society of Mary

ten of the

Missionary

Sisters

of the Most Sacred Heart of Jesus

se-

mester of 1946 the enrollment was
first

and

there

have

experiences

in

and

women

social life, in

business, in professions, and

have

interests which are the same as stu-

dents now have or will have. This
common ground with-the students
makes them particularly helpful in

furthering

the social

development

of the students. It is also significant

for

the social education

that

ap-

proximately one-sixth of the staff
are women, the same percentage as
is the enrollment of women stu-

dents.

on the personnel. All of the religious members of the staff are
well equipped for their teaching

profession. Over half of the instructors

holding

Doctor’s

degrees

are

religious, and the others have the
Master’s degree or more than the
equivalent. But they are a special

asset for the religious

and

moral

education of the students because
they have embraced the teaching
profession. as a religious mission in
the Church, in keeping with the
Divine commission, “Go and preach

the gospel to every creature.” Five
of these members are full-time
structors in the Department of
ligion, and are advisers for the
ligious activities. They with

inRereten

other priests on the staff minister
to the spiritual needs of Catholic
students and to whomever may apply. It is also encouraging to know

that there are two groups living in
community on the campus who according

to

proximately

their rules

three

spend

hours

daily

ap-

in

community prayer. These commun-

ity

prayers

must

bring

heavenly

blessings on the work of the University.
It will help you, also, to know that
all

members

of

the

staff

are

waiting

to aid you if you will only let them
know when you need assistance or
counsel.
They are offering you the
benefits of their professional knowledge and experience and also friend-.
ship.
You must come half way to
meet

them.

Yours very sincerely,
Rev. George J. Renneker,

S.M.,

Pres.
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armed forces today face the same
problem of keeping an adequately

Which means, be prepared

trained machine, one able to cope
with any threat of invasion, as they

@ By Brit Wricut, JR.

did shortly after World War I.
Cuts in appropriations have seriously hampered the progress of our

Here we are living in this world

two years after V-J Day and_nearly
six

Pearl

since

We,

Harbor.

as

a

nation, have lulled ourselves into a

restful coma, as we always seem to

do after war years. We pride ourselves in the fact that we are civilians in a peaceful world; we feel
fully secure with our treaties, our
victories and our promises. We sit
back and say to ourselves: “Now
that the war

all

those

fought.

is over,

things

Bring

on

let us secure

for

which

prosperity

we

and

happy times! We are tired of giving up things, of accepting inferior
goods, of doing without the luxuries

to which we are accustomed. Bring
on the fruits of victory!”
Everyone
time.

wants

peace

in

our

The average peace-loving citizen
of the world hopes that the great
problems of the world will be
solved by the United Nations Or-

ganization. He hopes that the UN
will be able to side-step the weak
points

of

the

ill-fated

League

Nations. He hopes that he
never see another war.

of

will

Yet, what grounds have we for
any hope of preventing future
wars? Did not our fathers cherish
the same desire during the period

macy seemed to cover up any disageement or any threat of war with
“paper work” during this period.
In fact, people in general seemed
to view life “through rose-colored
glasses”; their refusal to face reali' ties cost us thousands of lives, millions of heart-aches and billions of
dollars during World War II!

All of that is history, a history of
errors that the younger
has no right to criticize.

generation

We today are living in the middle
of the twentieth century, bringing
to light things that were considered

fantastic in the comic strips of a
decade ago.
the

shadows

probing

to

We

are probing

of unknown

learn

the

into

sciences,

unknown,

probing to find the secrets that are
to be found. We say that another
war will be futile, disastrous; our

fathers said the same thing nearly
thirty years ago. We are saying
many things concerning war that
have been said in every era of the
history of civilization. Yet, with all
of the experience of history behind
us, we are as unsettled today as we
were thirty years ago.

Recently,
against

the

versal
tive

our

Congress

continuation

voted
of

uni-

military training, the selecservice

pressure

system.

of parental

Probably

the

constituents,

after World War I? Disarmament
conferences and non-agression pacts
dotted the intervening years be-

war and preparations for war, forced

tween

such

the two world wars. Diplo-

who,

like most

an

action

of us, are

tired

of Congress.

of

Our

program for defense. If we are to
continue

to

cut

our

armed

forces,

we will soon see the same insufficiency in effect as we had on
December 7, 1941. That must not
happen again.

To augment the diminishing supply of
forces
reserve
Navy

and

trained personnel, our armed
have inaugurated an active
program composed of Army,
and Air Force reserve units

the

National

Guard.

These

units are composed of men who are

not necessarily professional soldiers;
they are citizens who, through
regularly scheduled training periods,

are familiarized with new weapons,
new training methods and current
changes in operating procedures.

These
and

men — laborers, professional
business

men—are

trained

in

such a way that they will be prepared to act immediately in the face
of any military emergency the country may face. They are our armed
forces’ second line of defense; they
are ready to face any threat against
our democracy.
Servicemen of the past war form
a great part of this reserve. The
goal of these reserve programs is to

enlist
men
that
may
fully

all former servicemen and
fit for military duty in order
our peace-time armed forces
have the support of an alert,
trained, active reserve which

will be ready and able to help de-

fend our country during any emergency.
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The old League of Nations was
weak; one of the reasons was be-

PEARL OF THE ANTILLES

cause few, if any, of its member na-

tions kept an armed force able to
enforce any of the League’s deci-

Going down Havana way with the writer

sions. Perhaps the only way to the
peace that all of us desire is to sup-

@

port our United

Nations with an

armed

force so strong with reserve

power

that

it could

immediately

mobilize and act to enforce the decisions of the organization before a
war could be started. A strong and

ready

reserve

armed

force

could

also stand to discourage any nation
from aggression of any kind—physical, social or economic.

One of the most active units of
the far-reaching reserve program is
the Reserve Officers’ ‘Training
Corps,
an organization with
branches in most of the major colleges and universities throughout
the country. Training college stu-

dents

for

duty

By IsaseL KLopr

in

the

Regular

Army, Navy and Air Force and
the reserve components of these
branches is the chief function of
these detachments. A well-arranged
training schedule is outlined for the

college student in such a way that
he may complete his regular edu-

The persistent clanging of a bell
forced its way into my consciousness. After a few seconds of bewilderment I remembered we were
aboard the SS. Florida and that
today a new world was to unfold itself to us. That bell was a warning
to us passengers that soon we were
to be in Havana,

Cuba.

What a beautiful scene met our
eyes

when

we

reached

the

deck!

There was Havana, the Pearl of the

Antilles, in the distance glistening
forth from the
the ocean. As
shining city set
first view the
walls of Morro

deep, vivid blue of
we came nearer this
in the sea, we could
gray and weathered
Castle and its light-

house guarding Havana harbor on

the left and La Punta fortress standing sentinel on the right. Beyond
La Punta were the multi-colored
buildings of the city with the golden

dome of the new Capitol conspicu-

cational training at the same time.

ous in their midst.

An active reserve component in
every state of the union is the National Guard of the United States.
Units of the NG meet one evening
a week for regular training and at-

In stark contrast to this awe-inspiring approach was the teeming
waterfront of Cuba’s capital city
where, as soon as we stepped from
the gangplank, we were instantly
aware that this was a truly a “for-

tend a two-week tour of camp duty
each

year. Expending

a minimum

of time of actual duty, they receive
a maximum of military training,
enough to keep them up-to-date
with the armed forces.
It would be foolish and ignorant
to

call

these

men

“militarists;”

their concern is to see that their
country and their way of life are

safe from the jeopardy of any future aggression. They feel that such
an organization as the United Na-

tions can work effectively only if
it is backed

by

a United

States

possessing a powerful armed force
supported by an active reserve. They
feel that to insure peace we must
stem the threat of war; they are

“keeping their chevrons on!”
Page four

eign” city. From the customs house

ing our stay in Havana. Jealously
preserving the atmosphere and landmarks of its colorful past, Havana
stands side by side with imposing

modern

developments.

windows.

Yes,

this wide boulevard that Cubans
and visitors alike stroll in the late
afternoon to watch the sun sink

into the deep blue of the Gulf
Stream, casting a. pink glow over
the Capital. The Maine Monument

overlooks
Malecon.

sinking
which

Havana harbor from
It commemorates

of

venture

traveled at our elbow

addur-

the

touched

battleship
off the

Spanish-American War.

the
the

Maine

fuse of the

Another beautiful boulevard is
the Prado. Under the cool shadows

of its many

customs,

seem

avenue along the seawall. It is along

have been

the

these windows

One of the modern touches in
Havana is the Malecon, the broad

of spires of imposing cathedrals.
through

are

to whisper to the visitor their secrets of the days when charming
senoritas courted their suitors
through open “rejas” which serve as
a protection against intruders as well
as the artistic touch necessary to
every Cuban home.

the characteristic staccato clamor of
Havana reached our ears and we
caught tantalizing glimpses of vistas
Once

There

quaint old buildings, magnificent
cathedrals and churches unequaled
in architectural beauty elsewhere in
the world, massive forts, narrow,
winding streets, balconies and grilled

trees many

romances

born. It is quite a gay

place almost anytime but especially

on Saturday and Sunday evening
when many Cubans pour into the

Prado

to chat with

their friends. |

Along the Prado are the gay little
sidewalk cafes where at night pretty
senoritas serenade passing strollers

and patrons with native music.
Overlooking the Prado is the new

capitol building, similar in beauty
and architecture to the United
States capitol in Washington. It is
a great pride of Cuba and was de(Continued on Page 16)

RESIGNATION

RECALLED

to list this trip, but the man
duty

didn’t

know

he

had

on
come

back from the last trip out to the
Jim helps Tom. See how he does it.

sky overhead

hung low and treacherous with rainladen clouds, and the blackness engulfed the city, as it often does just

before a storm. There was only the
whisper of light from the street
lamps, and the figures of people
were

but

dim

shadows

as_

they

and hurried up the street after him,
hoping to reach him before anyone else, particularly a policeman.
Luckily, because there were so few
people

on

of

darkness,

parked

a few

feet from the corner of a thoroughfare. He watched all of this with
little interest, waiting for another
call to take him across town. Sixth
and Maple was his post station, with
the

call box

on

the

corner,

and

people had another hour or two before thinking of going home. So

Jim parked his cab here, to watch
the people, wondering just why this

one or that one was out on the
street at such a late hour.
he

sat wondering

about

he

because

reached

him

a block.
on,

fellow,

get on your

feet. You’re okay, no harm done. I
gotta cab over there, and I'll take
you home.”

he

decided

not

he drove

park, wondering

to turn

on

toward

what

to do

an

moved along, Jim took note of the
fact that the boy wasn’t intoxicated,
but seemed to be more in a stupid
state, as a result

He

breathed

of a few

heavily,

drinks.

and

came

fatigue

the curbing. The chap not only
staggered, but he also limped in his
left leg, which added to his lack

actions.

mocking his condition. When

this,

Jim

recalled

similar

this sort in the army:
from
and

nervous
strain,

cases

men

of

who

conditions,

without

even

having had a drink. This seemed
to be the solution to this fellow’s

boy fell, Jim dashed from his cab,

there

were

Jim knew he had to find a way to
get the fellow to talk. They drove
into the Park, and stopped beneath
a street lamp. It had begun to
rain,

a

wasn’t
around

cold

drizzle,

and _ there

a soul in sight.
would have been

Driving
wasting

gas and time, and Jim thought this
the best place to settle things, and
get this man fixed for the night.

The two of
cab, and once
said:

them reached
they were in,

the
Jim

“Now, where’s ‘home,’ and what’s
“Home?
Name? ...

the door of the

cab and started out. Half way he
turned back and said:
“Just let me out here. How much
do I owe you for the trip?”

He pulled a wad of bills from
his pocket and handed two of them
to Jim.

“You don’t owe me a thing, and
for the love of heaven get back
into this cab before you get soaked
to the skin!”
No further word was said, and
as though in a trance, Tom Hunter

got back into the cab and closed
the door.

your name?”

the

to be said, and

Hunter opened

He helped the chap to his feet,
put his arm around his waist, and
led him toward the cab. As they

suffered

would have been out of his cab, but
as it was, he had been merely watching the youth, half pitying, half

but

had

rest, and this carousing isn’t getting
it for you.”

across the street. Jim’s eyes followed
him to the crossing, watched him
stagger against a lamp post, and off

If Jim had forseen this fall, he

talk,

to tell me where to take you, so
that I can get you home? You need

built, came out of Gione’s Bar, just

ing forward on his face.

mood

“Look, Hunter, it’s a cold night,

forth with a slight whimper now
and then. Making a mental note of

his right one, and he collapsed, fall-

to

things which

and it’s late. Now are you going

attractive blonde girl, hurrying past
his cab with her fur coat wrapped
tightly about her neck, a goodlooking young fellow, tall and well

of balance. As he stepped from the
curb, his left leg remained behind

The fellow beside him seemed in
no

He offered Hunter a cigarette, and
lit one for himself.

a

central location to all parts of the
city. It was a little past midnight.
He made few trips at that time of
night, as the business and family
people were at home, and the party

As

the street, and

there were no witnesses within half
“Come

Jim Connely sat sidewise on the
taxicab,

the

first, noting at the same time, that

passed along the sidewalks.
seat of his

Instead,

about his passenger.

It was a dark, bleak autumn night

The

so

the

@ By Parricta ANN SHRODER

in Maplewood.

Hill,
back.

. there isn’t any!
Tom Hunter.”

Jim scowled a little, started the
cab and pulled from the curb. He

had forgotten to phone the station

“Now for Pete’s sake,” Jim said,
“what’s this all about? What’s the

matter with you? Pull yourself together, man, and
score is!”

“There

isn’t

tell me

any

what

matter,

the

Con-

nely, that’s just it . . . there isn’t
any matter! What’s the sense of
living today, will you tell me, when
one

isn’t living but

existing, long

having passed the endurance test? I
Page five

handed in my resignation papers a
long

time

ago,

cept

them.

but

And

nobody’ll

when

ac-

that hap-

pens, when nobody’ll accept
decree of defeat, there’s only
other solution. When no one
one iota whether you live or

your
one
gives
die,

“It isn’t any of those things,
Connely, and yet it’s all of them
put together. Everything began
while I was still in the E.T.O. ...
Germany. I went through the war
without a scratch. Then two days
after VJ Day, another fellow and

the thing to do is die, the best

myself were walking across a field,

way you can. If natural means don’t
permit, then you have to go to the
trouble of finding unnatural means.

when

That’s

what

haven’t

I have

found

to

do,

but

I

the best way yet.”

Jim Connely had heard, that as
a cab driver, you run into a lot of
strange things, but this was by far
the oddest, most difficult passenger
he had met. And yet he liked this
Tom

Hunter,

and

he

wanted

to

straighten him out. First of all,
there had to be a cause. That was
it . . . find the cause, and there
had to be a better solution than

Hunter had obviously found.
“How

about

coming

up

to my

room and talking this out with me,
Hunter? It’s cold sitting here, and
since you haven’t a place to stay,
and I’m about to go off duty, we
can have a hot cup of coffee and
a sandwich.”
“Okay, Connely, if you don’t
mind boredom,” Tom replied.
Jim

started

back

toward

himself

to

the

cab

his

and

room,

headed

reminding

call the station

on

the

way, signing in for the night.
Half an hour later, the two men

were seated before a fire in Jim’s
room. There was a pot of coffee on
the

table,

and

wiches. Tom
with

Jim,

and

a

seemed
more

plate

of

sand-

more at ease
ready

to talk,

now that he had apparently found
someone who seemed to take a
partial interest in his existence.
Jim lit a cigarette, handed
pack to Tom, and sat back.

the

“Okay, Hunter, now’s the time to

shoot. Just what’s the trouble that

on

this fellow happened

an

overlooked

field

to step

mine,

and

the thing exploded. The fellow was
pretty well finished, and since I

little, and

clasped his hands between his knees.
Page six

the

“How is a fellow going to get
experience if someone doesn’t hire

him,

and

give him

a chance

to

get it?”

“Tl grant you that’s true, Hunter,
but I don’t see why this has made
you so bitter. Sure, it takes time,

and there are lots of people who

“Look, Connely, there are a lot
of other little things I haven’t told

have anything to take up where I
had left off, and in the second place,
I didn’t have anyone to help me. I
haven’t had a family for almost
ten years, and I didn’t know anyone in Maplewood. Came _ here
from up-state New York. Before the
war I worked there in a little night

you that sum this thing up. Things
which

aren’t even

worth

mention-

ing, like losing my girl because she
didn’t want to marry
and finding out there

an invalid,
were a lot

of unpaid bills that had to be paid
after my mother died. Then I found
out my father had died without
leaving a cent . . . things like that

spot, dancing with a doll of a girl,

made everything so hopeless.”

as a team. Dancing was my ambition .. . have done it all my life,
and that’s what I intended doing
when I got back. The man I worked
for promised me my. old job, and
he said if Jeanne wasn’t with him,

Jim got up out of his chair, and
walked over to the fireplace. He
stood leaning against it, facing Tom.

he would even find me a new part-

ner. Well, this leg fixed everything
up fine. No more dancing, and not
another job to be had.”
“What do you mean not another

job. Surely there’s something for
you to do,” Jim put in. What with
industries

the

way they are

today

. with supply and demand
great?”

so

“Y’m not proud, Connely, but
how do you go about getting by an
employer who says:

“ “Got a college education?’
“You

tell him

says:
“Well,
perience?’

no,

and

then

he

“Sorry,

one

“Well, stranger, you have had
your little say now, and if you don’t
mind listening for a few minutes,

I'd like to tell you what I did when
I came back from service. In your
present state, and in the confusion
tonight, you, perhaps, haven’t no-

ticed this.”
He pulled up his left trouser leg,
and disclosed an artificial leg, just as
Tom’s was. Tom sat watching him,

expressionless. It was obvious that
he

was

surprised,

and

relieved

to

find a friend in the same condition
as himself, and how

ironical it was

to meet him this way. Here was a
man who was apparently successful. Here wasn’t a quitter .. .
what was the secret? Had he, Tom,

been a quitter?

have you had

any

ex-

all my life,’ and he says:

forward a

in

months, they gave me a substitute
and sent me home, to take up
where I had left off. That was a
laugh! In the first place, I didn’t

job?”
leaned

experience

was to his right, I got off with
losing my left leg. After eight

“Then you say, ‘No, not in this
type of work. I’ve been a dancer

Tom

some

are that way about a job, but you
have to keep trying. Nobody’s going to come to you with an offer.”

has caused you to be so despairing?

Is it women, money, or loss of your

tion or
work,’

bud,

either with

but

we

Jim let the trouser leg fall, and
started to smile.
“You

see, Tom,

there are others

in the same shape you are in, and

many who are in a worse condition
need

a college

some-

educa-

as you

know.

You

can’t

afford

(Continued on Page 17)
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THE CRIME OF SMUGNESS

disturbing

love

affair

made

George Babbitt pay more attention
to his life than he had before this
tragedy. When he finally returned

With emphasis on Babbitt

to his family, he was a hero in his

own small way.
e@ By Berry Hopapp

After Babbitt was published

No one since Dickens has mixed

his ingredients with such zest, such
gusto, such curiosity concerning the
amazing comedy of human life. He

has seen everything, he has heard
everything; his books overflow with
his experience, his opinions, his
photographs.
is

This

Sinclair

Lewis,

critic,

derous debater in college; he felt —
that he was an orator; he saw him-

self becoming governor of the state.
While he read law he worked as a
real-estate salesman.
He saved
money, lived in a_ boarding-house,
supped on poached egg on hash.
The misfortunes of a friend of
Babbitt who had fallen out of step

playwright, novelist.

with

His whole biography is in them,
including Yale and the cattleboats.
And he has let himself go in utter
naturalness in the American vernacular — slang, slovenliness: the
language as it is actually quoted and
growled and murdered by the men
of the daily round. He does not aim

Paul Riesling shot his wife in the
shoulder simply because he was

at style. If it is life, it goes into the

record. He seemingly delights in the
hideousness and vulgarity he uncovers at every probing.

This is Babbitt told in the common language of today without
frills and airs.
George F. Babbitt was his name.

He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor

shoes nor poetry, but he was nim-

the walks

of life, forced

to consider his own

him

submergence.

tired of her continual nagging. Babbitt was fonder of him than of any
one on earth except himself and his
daughter ‘Tinka. They had been
classmates, roommates,

in the State

University, but always he thought of
Paul Riesling, with his dark slimness, his precisely parted hair, his
nose-glasses, his hesitant speech, his
moodiness,

his love

of music,

as a

ican life pounced

tomatic. As Babbitt followed Main

Street

followed

He caricatured and _ satirized
Americans,
convinced that they
were “one of the most amusing,
exasperating, exciting, and completely mysterious peoples in the
world.” But he had watched them

closely. In a hundred Zeniths, he
said later:

I listened to philosophic brokers
discourse on ethics, studied political

men,

years of his life in a prison.

Arrowsmith

dle-class, blindly worshipping material progress and seeking material
success, received jolt after jolt from
Sinclair Lewis.

nate mishap

he would spend the rest of the best

and

Babbitt, the vast, smug, contented,
isolated, comfortable American mid-

with

his wife. Now

upon the charac-

ter of Babbitt as evidence that the
typical American was something au-

younger brother, to be petted and
protected. Paul had gone into his
father’s business, after graduation;
he was now a wholesaler; that is,
was a wholesaler until the unfortu-

with

in

1922, innumberable critics of Amer-

and

constitutional

realtors,

Bolshevism

learned

from

theory

all

about

presidents

of

Chambers of Commerce, was in-

structed in the elements of economics

by

Republican

discovered

the

congressfallacies

in

Darwinian evolution from clerical

fundamentalists, and the superior-

ble in the calling of selling houses

ity of Fascism over democracy
from the greatest captains of industry.

brown hair thin and dry. His face

The names of Babbitt and Zenith
have become as proverbial as Main

spectacle

Street. Mr. Lewis tells the familiar
story with such outward freshness
that the fable itself seems like a

middle class to a high middle class
realtor was not the case of follow-

new invention and has the advantage of a plot which is simple and

for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his

was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles

dents
George

on

and

the

red_

the slopes of his nose.
Babbitt’s rise from a low

ing set-down rules.

Lewis blunders Babbitt into success in a profession which had not
been his first choice.
When

Babbitt

had

graduated

from the State University, twenty-

four years ago, he had intended to

be a lawyer. He had been a pon-

yet original.

Beneath

Lewis’

satire,

and behind his caricatures, there
lay, however, a deep love for the
objects of his barbs. Lewis never
starts a book without having done
complete research. He works from

a lengthly synopsis, which includes
a “biography”

of

each

individual

who will come into the book.
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Mr. Lewis himself can be pictured directing the realtors meetings, rising to success as a local

a B.A. Some client that doesn’t

town orator

know

Babbitt spoke well—and often
—at

orgies

of commercial

right-

eousness about the realtor’s function as a seer of the future development of the community, and
as a prophetic

engineer

clearing

the pathway for inevitable changes
—which meant that a real estate
broker

could

guessing

make

which

money

way

the

by

town

would grow.

and

trying

to run

his family’s

af-

fairs with little success just as Babbitt did. Even though Babbitt is
the story of a crack realtor, Lewis
would easily fit into his place. Delving in the life of Lewis will inform

the

seeker

of

little

experiences,

habits and generalities so like those

described of Babbitt.

Even while, in the high voice of
a tall

man,

Lewis

talks

with

this

person or that small group, his dart-

ing eyes watch every other possible

observer. Those who know Lewis
least imagine he is demanding admiration. Those who know him
best understand that if surrounded
by bores, he soon withers just as
Babbitt did at so many of his realtor gatherings. Finding his friends,
Mr. Lewis is as robust as Babbitt in

I’ve found out it’s a mighty
nice thing to be able to say you’re
what

you

are and _ thinks

you're just a plug business man,
he gets to shooting off his mouth
about economics or literature or
_ foreign trade conditions, and you
just ease in something
like,
“When I was in college—course
I got my B.A. in sociology and

all that junk—” Oh, it puts an
awful crimp in their style!
After a fierce but futile bout at
freelancing from a New York tenement on the lower East Side, “Red”
returned to Yale and was graduated
in 1908. For the next several rest-

less years he worked as a reporter
in Iowa, a rewrite man in San Fran-

cisco, and an assistant magazine
editor in New York. Lewis saw life
in many cities and this he put into
Babbitt. Babbitt loved to travel and
he was forever trying to rid himself of Mrs. Babbitt to take a trip

to Maine to fish.
He had three weeks of Maine.

At the end of the second week
he began to feel calm, and interested in life. He planned an
expedition to climb Sachem
Mountain, and wanted to camp
overnight at Box Car Pond.

Only those who knew Mr. Lewis

tone nearer a neigh than a roar, a

well during the dozen years before
Main Street can realize how much
ferment and yet how much purpose

almost never narrative. He changes

which on his first trip to California

his greetings. He laughs freely, in a

bark, or a hiss. His talk is a torrent,

the subject so rapidly sometimes as
to confuse slower speakers, who do
not know that he has already found
out all they have to say.
Understanding Lewis’ full and
fast-moving life will simplify the

story of Babbitt.
Mr. Lewis was born in Minneosta.
Though he attended Yale he was

not content there. Reading Babbitt

and

knowing

the

foregoing facts

about Lewis’ brief college career, it
is easy to understand why Babbitt
continually tells his son that a man
with a college life behind him will
get ahead and be recognized by

people in life as having achieved
something great.
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coexist in him. The relative poverty
limited him to fruit and bread and
coffee for his diet; which

him in
the city
tedious
perately
him to

educated

the small shifts by which
poor survive, bound to the
jobs which they are desafraid to lose; which obliged
finish his sixth, and first

successful,

novel

on

borrowed

money; this poverty never hindered
him in his main

career.

Mr. Lewis could be magnicicent

on nothing. He had the magnificence

of great curiosity,

insatiable

eagerness, swift, hot attractions and

repulsions, perceptions like a trap,
a memory like a bank, the nervous
energy of an explosion, and—left

out of accounts of him—the indus-

try of a bird building a nest. He
dashed through his life as if he
were a swarm, out-laughing almost
any single man, but the work he
did was in his own individual image.

If his early novels, characteristic as
they are, were not as fullbodied as
the later ones, it was only because
he was himself not yet filled, to a

lavish

overflowing,

with the wide

and microscopic learning of common life which his appetite demanded. When he was filled he

wrote Babbitt.

One visit to a scene is not enough
for this one-time reporter. He may
go away with scrappy images of
the

landscape,

streets,

interiors,

even of the people, as he will probably go away without the methodical notes of some realistic novelists. He must return until he has
been. saturated—until, that is, the

scene has entered into him through
all the channels. Only then will
his story move, with the rush of
an instance like that with which
he discovers
terials.

and

absorbs

his

ma-

What Mr. Lewis revealed about
Babbitt

was

what

all - perceptive

Americans had already begun to
detect in such business men: the
uncertainty of their purposes, the
insecurity of their fortunes, the pretensions with which they covered
up their self-distrust, the adolescency
in

their

societies

and

amusements,

the infantilism of their imaginations. There can be no doubt that

he worked

with

a creative

force

which, making Babbitt intensely
dramatic, gave him an eminence as

a type which

was more

than

he

as an individual deserved.
In Babbitt

Lewis imagines

him-

self as a realtor rearing an average
family and trying to support them

and still keep up with the “Joneses.”
Mr. T. K. Whipple, critic, said
of Lewis and Babbitt: “His manner is found on the best uses of

salesmanship,

publicity, and

ad-

vertising. It is heavily playful and
vivacious, highly colored, brisk
and snappy. He avails himself of
all the stock tricks of a reporter
(Continued on Page 16)

NO QUEEN FOR YOU

“But she went away every weekend last year!” you exclaim, droop-

ing a little at the jowls.

A story of athletes and coeds

“Jim,

@ By Davin Carrican

ning of the big victory dance. When

you look in on the gang at Chloe’s
around

five o’clock you

can

see the grid lads haven’t wasted any
time getting back
pany.

into

solid com-

But the week-end is getting off
to a bad start for you, Jim Baron,
star halfback, because tonight you’re
being stood up by the most popular chick on the Shinwell College
campus. Even if you hadn’t made a
big hit in the Brighton and Chatterton games, you’d think enough
of yourself to resent Gwen’s walking out on you.
You're not altogether sure Gwen
Fulton’s dropped you flat, Jim, but
you've called the Delt honse five
times today and every time it’s the

same answer: Gwen isn’t in and
they don’t know when to expect
her.
You walk along the row of booths
in the Cave and see a familiar face,
framed with auburn hair and ac-

cented with deep, grey eyes.
“Hello, Jim,”
and you kick
ting her name.
ber?” she says.

the face says nicely,
yourself for forget“I’m Fran, remem“Gwen introduced

us at the Brighton rally.” You don’t
recall exactly, Jim, but you know
you've seen the face. She’s one of

the

coeds

who

aura about Gwen

known her.

have

formed

an

ever since you’ve

Fran and you have neglected to
say anything to the bespectacled
Frosh who’s been sitting with Fran
in the booth, and he gets up and
wilts away meekly in the direction
of the soda fountain. You sit down,
because here’s a friend of .Gwen’s

and maybe you can learn what the
pitch is.
“Haven’t
tion,

have

seen the
you,

me

put

you

wise

to

if you were slow catching on to
some things. “That wasn’t her

The season’s last football battle
was won yesterday, and it’s the eveCave

let

something,” Fran says patiently, as

girl in ques-

Fran?”

you

casually. “Our date tonight is rapidly
going

down

the

drain.

The

Tri

Phi’s will never forgive me for showing up

stag for this affair. We've

mamma’s
posed the
permission
read. They

handwriting that comlittle notes of parental
for the house mother to
were forged.”

been planning for weeks what we
were going to do for release the

kind of graft goes on around

moment training rules came off.”

Delt house?”

“Have you called
Fran reminds you.

I

the

“Forged!” you say loudly. “What

“That was the way it was, Jim.

house?”

“Have I!” you say emphatically.
“All day long I’ve been in phone
booths, and nothing doing. She
vanished right after classes and
just

Gwen,

Jim,”

she

says. “I’m a Delt, too, and I’ve seen

the girl in action. I know.”
“Still,

it’s

no

time

for

a

dame

like her to be characteristic.” You

start giving

this Fran

person the

earnest once-over, Jim.

wish

now

I'd

never

started

it,

but once I had written one note for

her I had to keep it up. The handwriting had to keep looking the
same.”
“You miéan you.
“Natch!” Fran says, not

hasn’t been seen since.”

“That’s

the

her eyes. She knows

raising

what you're -

going to ask her next.

“Why

didn’t the forgery go on

this week-end as usual?” you query.
Maybe Fran can give you a lead
into the reason for Gwen’s failing

you, if not her reason for outright
snubbing you.

“She’s just being Gwen.”
“Ever since she turned down my
invitation to drive home with me
after the dance she’s given me the

“Well, Jim, Gwen and I had a
little rift. I didn’t realize until it

deep freeze.” You say this confidentially, leading Fran on.

ruin things for you . . . your weekend I mean.”

“I remember her talking about
that trip, Jim.” Fran raises a wisp
of an eyebrow and takes a last pull
on her cigarette before stamping it
out. “She didn’t actually turn down

“Fhat’s okay, Fran,” you say
kindly. “By the time Gwen gets
through dancing with everybody but

the

invitation.

She

was

just too

proud to tell you her mamma
doesn’t let her canter off with college men on week-ends—not even
to their homes. It’s been like that
ever since we were Frosh last year.”

was too late what I was doing to

me

at

one

of

those

dances,

she

hasn’t any pep left for the rest of
the week-end.”
The waiter finally comes to your

booth. He hits you

a couple

of

times on the back and says he liked
your backfield action yesterday. Nobody else gives you a tumble around
the Cave. The waiter’s a townie

and doesn’t hep up very well. Most
of the congratulating was done last

night after the victory parade. Novelties wear off quickly around Shinwell. You know that pretty well by

now,

Jim

Baron.

Especially

with

women. There’s something new
every half hour at Shinwell, and
you don’t like it.

ask
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What happens in the next moment supports your notion about
the fickle Shinwell crowd. Fran
looks toward the door. Two thin
eyebrows raise this time, and she
bends toward you across the table.

“Don’t take it all in just yet,”
she says, “but there’s what you’ve
been looking for, and it’s not for
sale.” You know what Fran’s talking about, so you don’t bother to
turn around. You wouldn’t give
Gwen the satisfaction of knowing
she’s got you on ice.

“Well, let’s have

it, kid,”

you

coke dates.” You remember the evenings

you

spent

with

her

in

the

Delt parlor when the coach’s orders
compelled you to go home at ninethirty, and the chit-chats you had

with her in the campus dining hall.
Yeah, she was your girl, but what
did it get you? A goodnight kiss?
A chance to dance her through the

French doors away from the crowd
and onto the patio? A walk on the

campus at dusk? Jim Baron, old
boy, you’d have been lucky to get
her to loop her arm through yours
at a two-bit double feature. You’d

say. “Who’s she with?”

have been lucky to get her
from the crowd anytime.

“Strangest thing,”
Fran says.
“Something I predicted early this
fall has really followed through.
Shinwell’s current favorite is making sure of herself. ‘Talk about burning your bridges!”

Here Gwen is now, sitting with
Wilburn, only you can’t see them.
The mob around Gwen is too great,
everybody chit-chatting and giving
with idle flattery and trying to shine
in a little of the cast-off light.

“That doesn’t answer my question, Fran,” you say impatiently.
“Who’s she with? I know she’s not

“You've got to admit,” Fran
says, interrupting your blue reverie
—(or is it green?) “Gwen’s got

?

alone.”

looks.

“Right,”

Fran

affirms.

“You'll

never catch Gwennie
alone in
Chloe’s. She’d leave town first.
Your campus queen, Jim honey, is

Beautiful

girl,

Jim,

away

and

her

personality really floors ’*em. The
right thing to do and say at the
right time. I’ve never seen her

miss.” You don’t think so much of

with Tom Wilburn, basketball’s
Johnny-come-lately. Take a bow,

this last crack.

Tom.
debut,
Not
Gwen
Fran
mime,

girl has oodles of time for romance.
Get her alone and she wilts like a
tired petunia. Always playing for
an audience.”

This is your real Shinwell
whether you know it or not.
every college Joe can walk
Fulton through that door.”
is acting out a little pantoand it doesn’t impress you

as you sit with your back to the
door, too proud to turn around.
You notice a crescendo of laughter
and conversation caused by Gwen’s
arrival, and it makes you sore.
“Humph!” you snort aloud. You
don’t care. That is, you don’t care
to make a donkey of yourself by
crying the blues on the shoulder
of one of Gwen’s sorority sisters.
“You might know she’d walk in
with somebody like that,” you add.

“Thats

Gwennie

Fulton

all

right,” Fran says. “They say Tom is
already in training, though.”
“Of course he is,” you say. ““That’s
the kind of date Gwen goes for...

a lot of lousy afternoon
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tea and

“Yeah,” you scowl. “A personality

‘Don’t we all play for the grandstand

once

in

a while,

Jim?”

she

asks embarrassingly. You don’t look
right at Fran as she speaks. ““That’s

the actress in Gwen. She’s plugging
for the stage, you know. Careerminded as all get-out.”
“These career dames are all alike,”

you say. “Too bad a guy can’t find

a girl who likes love, or least a show
at it. The campus
prestige gals. They

is loaded with
have to be up

to

matter

the

minute,

no

who

or

what ...”

“Oh, taper off, will you!” Fran
scolds.

I'll

bet

around.

“Women

you
You

are not

haven’t
came

all

even

to college,

alike.

looked
spent

most of your time on the gridiron
and

wham!

You’re

a made

man.

Why? Couldn’t have been Gwen’s
popping up that had anything to
do with it—or could it? Sure your
football prowess meant a lot, Jim,
but there’s Gwen, plugging for you
along the sidelines. She’s the biggest morale item the college has.

Morale is important. That’s Gwen’s
game—morale.”

“Might as well face it,” you admit

to

Fran.

You

turn

around

finally and steal a glance in Gwen’s
direction.

She and

Tom

Wilburn

are getting up to dance. She looks
better than ever to you, in a cold
sort of way. Her blonde hair is icey
in the dim illumination of Chloe’s
Cave. Her face is a smiling, gay
mask. She’s loving it, but you doubt
if she’s taking a real, honest-togoodness shine to Tom Wilburn.
It’s the last dance Tom’ll have
with her, you bet. Basketball training is well under way. Tom’s in for
a series of tete-a-tetes in the campus
soda bar. Let Tom treat her to pov-

sicles for a while, you tell yourself.
“Lot

of boys

lose their

heads

over gitls like Gwen,” Fran rattles
on. “No harm done. Gwen is innoany
cent. She doesn’t commit
crimes, and she isn’t a gold digger.

She just gets a kick out of making
them think she’s fallen for them.

It’s an old game, Jim.” Fran talks
older, like a girl with a lot of sense
in her head. She knows a lot about
people. You like Fran. She’s tops,
and you know you’ve made a new
friend. And it’s not as if you didn’t

need a friend, Jim. Your big shot
days are over for another year. Next

Fall you'll be back in the limelight.
They’re expecting big things of you.
You're only a Soph this year, and
your prime is coming up.
“The dance date still looks pretty
flat,” you tell Fran. “I’m not wading through any sea of faces to ask

Gwen

if she remembers

making a

date.”

“More than likely,” Fran suggests, “you caught her on the run
and

the

whole

deal

came

out

a

little hazy. Gwen’s pulled that one
often before. But don’t give up the
party idea, Jim. The man-woman

ratio at Shinwell is in your favor,

not that you need it. It’s easy to
forget an old flame, Jim. It’s easier

“Fran, what’s your hurry?” you
say, standing at her elbow. She

than you think—even when the
flame has died first.” Fran is lighting another cigarette and you notice
how she holds her eyelids open as

turns around and looks only mildly
surprised. “Maybe it’s expecting a
lot at this time of night, but you
didn’t say you were dated with anyone in particular, and I thought . .”

she strikes the match. As she unwraps her full lips from around the
cigarette

and

puts

a gentle

cloud

of smoke into the air above your
head, you can see yourself recovering from what might have been a
lost week-end.
“So it’s pretty easy, is it, Fran?”

you say. “Got any bright ideas?”

“Tm

not,”

Fran

says

“She’s without a social function
for

quickly,

“and I’d be glad to, if it doesn’t
sound as though I’m doing the
asking.”
“Think nothing of that,” you
tell her. “I'll be at the Delt house
at eight-thirty.”

“Just any jilted co-ed who hap-

hop into your tux. You’re especially
careful to look good, Jim. You're

them,

Jim. Take

pens to be handy?” you ask sarcastically. “Jiltings don’t happen to

everyone, just to the chosen few—
like me.”
“Don’t kid yourself. Take Tom
Wilburn,

for

example.

He’s

ob-

viously dropped some hapless gal
to take up Gwen so suddenly. Why
don’t you ask around?” Fran butts
a long one in the ashtray and gets
up from the booth. “See you later,

an important guy around Shinwell,
even if it is your off season. The
college has its eye on you, and

furthermore, you’re out to show a

gives you

a gay

“Hi

Jim”

as you pull up to the door of the
Delt house and stop your battered
coupe under the arbor that swings
across the driveway. There’s a fine

Jim,” she says, heading for the door.
“Hope the Tri Phi party is a smash
hit.” She’s left so quickly you

drizzle in the air, and by the time
you get Fran to the car her deep

missed helping her on with her coat.

lets of moisture. She’s

You remember
of

parties

campus,

there are plenty

planned

besides

around

the

the big Shinwell

victory dance. There isn’t a frat,
sorority or dorm group that isn’t
throwing some kind of party after

the dance. Fran could be dated for
any one of them, but you don’t sit
still to wonder about it. You remember who you are, and you can’t
let a flip coed like Fran lead you
on and then walk out without you.
As you leave Chloe’s Cave you
give Gwen a fleeting glimpse. She’s

dancing with the Frosh . . . just
anybody who happens along. Never

the same man twice. Plenty of personality is being strewn

about.

Outside, Fran is approaching the
corner as you hurry up to her. It’s

dusk, and you like the soft tones
of her copper hair against her green
shortie coat.

red tresses are sparkling with drop-

wearing

a

white velvet wrap and a frivolous
black and white gown that you can’t
wait to see at its full, dancing
length. You pin her orchid corsage
with long grey ribbons on it on
the shoulder of her gown and you
decide you like the whole set-up.

“Well, Jimmie

boy,” Fran

says,

as you splutter away from the house,

“this is Gwen’s
while.”
“How

so?”

last night

you

ask.

Of

for a
course,

you're all ears.
“The
note

house

today

mother

got

Gwen’s

a tidy
mother,

thanking her for the lovely hospitality over homecoming week-end.
Of course, the handwritings didn’t
jibe, and the whole fraud outed

in a jiffy.”
“Gwen’s
gleefully.

circulation in no time.”

“She didn’t rat on you, did she?”
you ask earnestly.
“No.

I felt like a heel, but she

said she’d keep it quiet. It was her
big scheme in the first place, and
she insisted that I keep writing the
knows

when

she’s in

“Sorry I can’t go with you all the
way on that,” you say. “What hap-

pened to my date, and why didn’t
she let me know?”
“Oh, I have some dope on that
for you, too. I mentioned you to
course, and she had almost forgotten about it. She said she turned

down the dance date when she declined the invitation to go home
with you. I’m sorry the way it
turned out, Jim. Maybe she didn’t
clear it up right for you.”
“Fine time to find things out,”
you

say.

campused!” you chime

But

you

turn

to

Fran

apologetically. She’s your date now,
and you want her to know it. “I’m
glad you didn’t pull a phoney with

those notes this week-end after all.”
You look into her deep, grey eyes,
as you take her eagerly in your arms

to begin dancing. Fran makes a neat
package, and you enjoy making the

effortless,

rhythmical

movements

with her.

“Tl tell you something about this
week’s note, Jim,” she says, “if you’ll

promise to let it die with you. It’s
kind

of silly,

but

Gwen

and

I

fought over you—in a way. It’s been
going on for several weeks. It started when

from

says.

Gwen, not saying we had a date, of

certain campus queen there are two
halves to the game.
Fran

Fran

the wrong. She’s an okay kid, down
deep.”

some jilted

pect

co-ed for instance.”

solid weeks,”

doesn’t cramp her style
though. She'll be back in

notes. Gwen

“Tl see you then, Jim,” she says,
as you drop her at the front’ door.
You go home in a pink cloud and

“They pop up when you least ex-

three

“That
much,

she failed to introduce us

at the Delt open house right after
registration this term.”
“Introduce who?” you ask.
“We Delts,” she says. “We all
wanted to meet you, and Gwen
didn’t come through. I was one of

the ones overlooked. One thing led
(Continued on Page 17)
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OUR LADY OF PEACE

October is the month
the campus

of U.D.

of honoring The

have the privilege

of Peace through

religious

services.

The holy sacrifice of the mass is offered daily in
the chapel at eight in the morning. The reception of
the Holy Eucharist is available to every Catholic student during those masses.
In the afternoon at 12:50 benediction and rosary
services are held for all, so that they can ask for favors
from Jesus through His Blessed Mother. What a wonderful opportunity for the Catholic students to show

their devotion to God and country.
The annual retreat just over afforded all of us the
chance for meditation, that chance that is so hard to

get in the fast-moving-secular world. Those
meditation

days of

and prayer were days of retreat but were

COUNCIL

The student council met on the seventh of Oc-

of Our Lady and here on

the students

Queen

FirzpatrRIcK

tober in conjunction with several representatives
of
various organizations authorized on the campus.
One
point was stressed by the chairman, that is, that
more

student interest is needed if the council is to be the
active body it should be.

Everyone on the campus has at one time or the

other griped because the students have no say so about

this, that and the other thing. Well, it is up to you

and you alone. If you and your organization will sup-

port the council then the student body will have the
voice so many say is missing. There is no reason why
every organization doesn’t have a representative at every
meeting to help the council find out what is needed

to get more student interest in the school.

The Catholic Mission Crusade of the University is

sponsoring a masquerade ball for the missions at home

and

abroad.

Make

a date for October

24 and

be

for the sincere Catholic days of advancement along
the lines of Christian principles. Those principles that

present at this dance.

are so greatly forgotten by the world in general and

Don’t forget to vote for your candidate for Homecoming Queen and Freshman Attendant. Here is an-

this forgetting has led us down the road to a time of
ungodliness and secularism. We had the chance to
practice Catholic action and to show the un-Christian
world just how strong the Christian world of influence can be when exercised.

Shall we keep this strong, aggressive spirit or shall
we fall back into that comfortable state of worldly
placency. It is up to the Christian student of
to form in a united body a bulwark against the
of the present times. We can do it because we

comtoday
evils
have

the opportunity to keep our Christian spirit through
practice of daily mass, reception of the sacraments and

devotion to Our Lady of Peace.

students at U. of D. is interested in what is going on
around the school.

Don’t be the character standing around the Arcade

griping because so and so is doing such and such. If

you do that and don’t do something to change it
you don’t belong to this school. You all have the chance
to elect the Queen you want so don’t forget to vote.
Support the various activities on this campus, sup-

port the University as a whole and by doing that you

will make your support the policy that will administer

—SAMUEL
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other chance to show that each and every one of the

DEHART

for you and your benefits.

~-

THIS

SCHOOL

OF

OURS

At last we are back in school with the long months
of waiting over. Back we are suffering through German, history, and the like, doing our little “odd
jobs” for the various student activities, and wondering
what or whom to take to the next dance.
The students who have been away for a year or
so because of various appointments can notice a difference at U.D. Changing the schedules around, moving classes ahead five minutes; by the way, weren’t you
worried about that short period between classes? I

thought I would never get to class on time. I did, and
with the first gust of cold air it meant I would get to
classes while the seats were still warm; it really helps.
My first class was more interesting with our professor telling us about his alma mater. It had pigs and
cows on the campus which was rather astonishing; but

we've had a variety around here for some time.
I liked the initiation very much and I liked the
way the freshmen girls had to wear those long skirts,
but why are they still wearing them?
We'll be warm this winter, coal or no coal, with
the crowded classrooms. I hear that the professors are
going to take a course in singing commercials because

some of the students complained they couldn’t sleep
with all the talking in classes.
Those shacks . . . buildings they’re putting up are
going to be something. Perhaps the student union

building will put the local clubs out of business.
By the way, if you have any comments send them
in. We are interested in student ideas or letters to
the editor.

x:
U.N.

*

BATTLEGROUND

®
FOR

STATESMEN

Not since the day on which the first atom bomb
fell on Hiroshima has the world been so rocked, as it
was on September 17 and 18 of this year. On those

two days, during the plenary sessions of the United
Nations General Assembly verbal shots were fired by
the delegates from the biggest and most powerful
nations of our day.

On

September

17 Secretary of State, George C.

Marshall, rose to the speaker’s platform and indicted
the Soviet Union with misuse of the veto power of

the Security Council. Count two accused the Russians
with outright obstruction of the unanimity within the
U.N. Count three gave credit to the Soviet Union
for destroying plans for the control of the atom bomb

through the U.N. because of their refusal to allow
international police of Soviet lands and satellites.
Count four called for a stoppage of Soviet aid being

given to Greek guerrilla forces through the guise of
Bulgaria, Yugoslavia, and Albania.

George C. Marshall, strategist on military matters,
proved to be an outstanding strategist on foreign affairs. His indictment of the Soviet Union was wellplanned and well-delivered; it was not a misguided
missile but was aimed at the heart of Soviet reactionary
policy which has stopped the U.N. from completing

tasks now over three years old.

‘There was little question among the delegates pres-

ent concerning the reaction of the Soviet Delegates,
Andrei Gromeyko and Andrei Vishinski, for as they

sat in their boxes their faces were drawn

with worry

for now they had met their arch enemy, TRUTH.
From the address of Secretary Marshall the whole
world learned the truth about the reactionary policy of
the USS.R.
On September 18 the secretary of the General As-

sembly recognized the Russian Deputy Foreign Minister Vishinski. Beady-eyed and stern he strode to the

lectern. The

assembly was hushed

as he began

his

tirade of charges against the United States, Great
Britain, the Netherlands, and most of the Western
Powers where Communism has not yet taken over.

A volley of shots was fired at the U. S. for using
the secrets of atomic energy as a political weapon to

brow beat smaller nations into submitting to U. S.
policies. The Marshall Plan and The Truman Doctrine
were assailed as threats to the independence of the
smaller nations of Western Europe and as a bid on

the part of the U. S. to take control and supercede
the United Nations Organization.

British troops in Greece were blamed for the pres-

ent revolution there and the remaining troops of the
United States in China and Korea were held as hindrances to world peace and the security of those individual countries. Vishinski said the report on the internal affairs of Greece was full of contradictions and
gross exaggerations. The Marshall Plan for the inde-

pendence of Korea was in direct violations of the Mos-

cow Agreement. The Institution of an Interim

Com-

mittee of United Nations General Assembly on Peace

and

world

Security was a plot on

to undermine

Security Council.

the

the part of the western

effectiveness of the

U.N.

This crossfire brought to a head the ripened controversy between the United States and the Soviet

Union. The outcome had already started a few days
later when the British laid the Palestine Problem at
the feet of the General Assembly and the Russians

had agreed to get out of Korea some time in 1948—

the first steps toward independence for these two ter-

ritories. The U. S. went ahead with its plans for the

restoration of

Democracy everywhere

in the world. The

months ahead will be the months of decisions for the

world in general. Which system will be the champion

to shape the future for one world?

—S. K. DEH.
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WOMEN’S

ANOTHER
Another

YEAR

Another year be-

ginning slowly, but one that will suddenly seem to
melt away leaving us only memories. This can be our
year packed with excitement, laughter, and new knowledge, but only if we choose it to be. We can make
our classes more interesting (or less boring) if we
take part in discussions, or do outside readings. College

life also depends on the students themselves. So if we
find college life growing stale and colorless, we have
only ourselves to blame. We must find a place in
clubs, intramural games, and on committees. We’ve
got to support the team, patronize the school dances,
and go to the Hangar. Then we can have a vivid, neverto-be-forgotten year, but it is up to each of us to take
the initiative.
—M. F. C.
KOR
ee
LOOKING

INTO THE

FUTURE

OF THE

In case some of you have been too busy to drop

the

U.D.

men

wear

such

of coeds, or on

long

faces

is the limited

the other hand

is it that we

don’t come up to their expectations? Another reason
might be the number of engagement rings so many
of our coeds are proudly flashing. It’s surprising to
find how many of last year’s girls are now married or
engaged and have left U.D. But yet there are some

still in school who

spend

Frances

CavaNaucy

endless hours

talking

housing shortage. But if you subtract the necessity of
money to meet inflation and shortage of homes from
the living-with-in-laws problems, marriage will be a

state of bliss. No matter what the problems are, we

plan to meet them. The engagement

ring is just the

beginning, but it is positive that all the engaged coeds

will be as wise in making a home despite problems, as

they were in making their choice of husbands.
—JOELLA ScHMIDT

Be
ae
BUT | LIKE THEM!
Early last spring, I can distinctly remember my
mother casually looking up from the “Of Interest to

Women” section of the paper and saying quite calmly,

“The fashion news for next fall demands longer skirts.”

I, who was sitting across the room, pulled my two-

COEDS

into the women’s lounge, I'll let you in on some of
the things you’ve missed. Maybe one of the reasons
number

. . Mary

That is the big problem—well, maybe not as big as the

BEGINS

school year has begun.

EDITOR

of

weddings and futures. After all, marriage is a big step
and it is hard to realize its seriousness. It takes a
lot of planning and, believe me, it is a lot of fun to
look forward to the day when you'll walk down an

inches-below-the-knee hemline up an extra inch over
my crossed knee and said in defiance, “I’d like to see
them make me wear longer skirts; mine stay short no
matter what they say!” My mother, who has been used
to taking fashion designers’ whims as they come—lo

these many years—just smiled, while I returned to the
perusal of Mary Worth’s Family with a typical “Itcan’t-happen-here” attitude.
Every night from then on the paper carried column
after column of news on the “new-look,” but I was un-

moved although I read each fashion communique
thoroughly. Then came the advance pictures, showing
the “rounded feminine shoulder-line replacing the outmoded military padding,” and “those long-long utterly
feminine skirts that require that well-turned ankle.”

aisle. There are so many things to do in preparation,

Being a typical woman, I could never resist identifying

and the engaged coeds have all the right ideas. Several

myself with those smooth-as-satin ads, and I’ve always

of them plan to marry in January, and some not until

been extremely envious of that cool, detached air the

June. But no matter when the big date is, almost all
of them plan to continue school and work on the side

fashion models employ to such advantage. Anyway,
envious enough to imitate their clothes, which is what

after the wedding so that hubby

I’m supposed to do anyway.
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can finish college.

However,

having

been

heretofore

a Faithful

Fol-

lower of the Sect of Fashion, it took little to bring

the estranged soul back into the fold. I succumbed to
the High Priests and Priestesses of Fashion and dutifully lowered my hemlines to the required fourteen
inches from the floor by day, and thirteen inches by
night, bringing to one and all in our daily living a
good example of the true doctrine.

_ Truly, some of the reactions of the beholders have
been worth those nights spent tediously putting new

hems in old dresses. Gradually I’m getting used to those
stares beginning at the hemline and seemingly not getting beyond there either. One very nice thing about
the whole situation though is all of the new acquaintances I’ve made. Walking through U.D. Halls, perfect
strangers will look, look again, and then feel that they
ought tu say something—anything—to relieve the tension. So, they say “Hello!” and usually on later encounters will greet you like an old friend. (Take heed,
gals! )
The controversy will rage on and finally wear itself
out; the men will get used to covered knees (I could
never see what was pretty about an uncovered one

anyway) and when everyone has become placidly used
to and completely attached to the long skirts—New
York and Paris will shorten

them

six inches, and here

we go again!

—JANE NYHAN.

oS

ee
DESIRE

If the signs of times are to be relied upon to any
extent whatsoever,

we have reason to believe that the

age of the love song is dying. Long live mountain music!

Of course, we must fully realize the fact that all
forms of this music, and I use the term loosely, have
not yet been accepted by the cream of society. The time
will come, however, according to the results of my vast
researches, when, instead of excerpts of Verdi’s Aida
and the overture from Ten Nights On A Barroom

Floor, we will hear only D. Shay’s Mountain Gal and
I’m Only A Country Gal, So I Should’a Fed the Hogs
Instid in the best musical circles.

Naturally, this radical change in our nation’s most
basic structure will create a vast economic crisis. Thousands of musicians, trained only in the fine art of playing the soft, tender love songs, that is I Love You

Madly Sweetheart, But Your Mouth’s Too Big for Your
Head, will all be thrown out of work. Hence, we will

have scores of men on strike against a momentary whim
of the Great American Public, Forever Fickle. Scores
of men who are too weak from hunger to do anything
but blow, will be homeless and shamed. We must
avert this disaster!

There is but one solution to this problem. The
government must choose its only just alternative; the
Representative from Tennessee must introduce a bill

There is but one slight flaw in this action. By the
time that this aforementioned bill has been passed the
Senate,

been revised

Senate,

revised

by

the

by the House,

House,

passed

by

the

etc., and finally passed

by all concerned, the said love-song veterans will be

I sought a star—silvery blue,

holding th eir two-hundreth annual

Gleaming through the night

convention in

Afghanistan, where the love song is still prevalent, with
only five living members, entirely too old to blow their

With dreams encompassed.
I sought a star—shimmering iridescence,
Bestowing all of love and life—
Forever eluding my grasp.
—Mary Van Dyke Brown.
*

coffee, much

less a saxophone.

Furthermore,

by

that

time, all of the young men will have been thoroughly
immersed since babyhood in You Are My Sunshine
and that great old classic, Mountain Gal. In other

words, there will be absolutely no use whatsoever for
the magnificent school in deepest Tennessee.
The only other solution for this difficulty is that

Students:

the Great American Public will suddenly suffer from

If you are interested in writing for this page, ask
any of the editors for particulars. Your contributions
will be welcome because we are anxious to get material

from a varied group of students.

PERVERTED

be able to plink a guitar and “Sing it purty, LeRoy.”

I sought a star—silvery blue,
Shattering darkest heavens
With slivers of desire.

Women

AND

be to rehabilitate these characters, so that they, too, will

With whitewashed wishes.

Attention,

REVISED

to Congress for the establishment of a training program

I sought a star—sparkling white,

*

—

for love-song veterans. Namely, a school located somewhere in darkest Tennessee whose main objective shall

Pinning up the sky

*

UTOPIA

—EDIToR,

an intense longing for cowboy music. Then Congress
can give it all back to the Indians, and recess in peace

on its specially padded reservation.
—Mary

Van

Dyke

Brown.
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PEARL

OF ANTILLES

(Continued from Page 4)
signed and erected by architects and
engineers of world renown and ornamented by leading artists. Under its
massive golden dome rests the fa-

mous

diamond

from

which

all

Cuban

distances are measured.

No

cost or labor has been spared

in

this edifice, the building having
cost over twenty million dollars.
Marble and bronze are combined
within its spacious halls to form a
truly beautiful interior. One of the
world’s largest statues representing
the Republic of Cuba may be seen

in the Capitol.
In sharp contrast to the modern-

ity of the Prado and the Malecon
are the many narrow dark streets
which

twist and

turn in every

di-

rection throughout old Havana.
Spanish law decreed that streets
should be narrow so that the build-

ings on either side would afford
shade. No thought was given to
sidewalks and today, in the old

Cuba’s bishops. It is referred to as
Columbus Cathedral by virtue of
the famed explorer’s remains having
rested here for several years.
In my

mind,

a visit to Havana

would not be complete without an
excursion through Morro Castle.
This fortress is Cuba’s most outstanding historical heritage, dating

back to the latter half of the sixteenth century. From her stronghold, a headland stretching out into

the Gulf of Mexico, she guards her
bloody secrets of the ages when
she used to protect Havana’s har-

bor

in the piratical

days

of her

birth. The light of Morro’s tower,
which carries eighteen miles out to
sea,

surmounts

a

fortfication

of

solid rock. Copied from a Lisbon

fortress, it was built by slaves and
prisoners over a period of ten years,

a prison

to house

the very

men

who built it. The castle is an irregular structure,

the

different sections

varying as much as twenty feet. Encircled by moats, half of whose
original depth of seventy feet was

instead of speaking they ‘warble’

or ‘carol’; commonplace folk are
‘vanilla-flavored’;

and _

interior

decorators are “‘daffodillac young
men,
‘achingly well
- dressed.’
No wonder Lewis has sold satire

to the nation—he has made it attractive with a coat
expensive varnish.

of brilliant

The story of Babbitt has a life
of its own and it moves on with
exciting directness and speed. The
main character is profound
powerful, yet simple.

and

Lewis draws a line reaching from
his first page to his last. In Babbitt
the reader goes through all tumults
with Lewis while he decides upon a
theme,

a method,

in collecting
making false
back

from

a development;

his substances; in
starts and drawing
them,

doubting,

in

wondering,

temporarily

despairing;

yet he moves

constantly,

and

al-

of characters

for

ways forward.

In his choice
Babbitt Mr.

cut through solid rock, the design

tive

exemplifies the protective architec-

seems to have projected some emo-

can be found. Walking through
these interesting streets is to be

ture of feudal times. Drawbridges,

tion of his own into an imagined

dungeons,

experience.

of the

city,

only

separated by centuries
world of today.
Riding

a curb

from

through Havana

the

is quite

an experience to the newcomer
since there are only a few traffic
lights in this large city of a million
souls.

The

car, truck, or streetcar

which reaches an intersection first
and which honks the loudest and
hardest gets the right-of-way. Surprisingly enough this system works.

I didn’t see one traffic accident during our visit.
Columbus Cathedral in the heart

of Havana

is a reminder

of the

Jesuits who constructed it two hun-

dred years ago. It is a structure of
native limestone, mahogany, marble,

and bronze. Two
older

though

than

of its bells are

the church

itself.

Al-

known

as

its name

ac-

it is commonly

Columbus

Cathedral,

tually is Cathedral

of the Virgin

Mary of the Immaculate Conception. Occupying places of honor in

the

cathedral are paintings of

Page sixteen

make

and

torture

chambers

one believe he is living in

medieval times when walking
through this ancient structure. At
the water’s edge, on the harbor side
of the

castle,

are

Cuba’s

most

ef-

fective guns. Each cannon is named

for an apostle and they are called
collectively The Battery of the
Twelve Apostles.
All too soon we found ourselves
back on the S.S. Florida headed
for the States once more. But as we
gazed back on Havana we saw the
city in an entirely different setting
from the morning we first viewed

it. This time the moon

cast a

sil-

very path across the Capital City
and its harbor, and the brilliantly
lit boulevards seemed to enclose its

shores with a necklace of lights.
x
CRIME OF SMUGNESS
(Continued from Page 8)
to give a fillip to attention. His

people do not run, they ‘gallop’;

intensely

is highly selec-

wide enough to allow one pedestrian

sections

and

Lewis

personal.

He

George F. Babbit lives in Zenith
which was built upon a map. The
plans even of houses and offices
had been worked out and set down.
Mrs.

Babbitt,

their

three

children,

and all of Mr. Babbitt’s business
associates and friends have been
thoroughly studied by Mr. Lewis
and are brought into action with
deliberate, strategic, casual-seeming
art. He places them in the imagined
city and lets them weave in and
out of the novel like men and
women we would encounter in
everyday actual affairs.

Mr. Lewis’ Babbitt is full of details gathered
But they are
under way,
with a rush
and nervous.
Babbitt

is

single person.

with a tireless passion.
never tedious. Once
Babbitt moves along
which keeps it warm
the

The

life

story

of

a

reader accom-

panies him meeting his acquaintances and experiencing his situations. His passion for freedom is

typical of the freedom Sinclair Lewis

has enjoyed in his nomadic life.
Lewis climaxed the life of George

F. Babbitt satisfying a typical American desire for happy-endings. Mr.
Babbitt’s son, Ted, has returned
home after a run-away marriage and

his words to his son are as follows:
“Well—I’ve always wanted you
to have a college degree. But I’ve
never—

Now,

for heaven’s

sake,

don’t repeat this to your mother,
or she’d remove what little hair
I’ve got left, but practically, I’ve
never done a single thing I’ve

wanted to in my whole life! I
don’t know if I’ve accomplished
anything except just get along. I
figure out I’ve made about a quarter of an inch out of a possible
hundred rods. Well, maybe you'll
carry things on further. I don’t
know. But I do get a kind of
sneaking pleasure out of the fact
that you knew what you wanted
to do and did it. Well, those

folks in there will try to bully
you, and tame you down. Tell
"em to go to the devil! ‘Take your
factory job, if you want to. Don’t
be scared of the family. Go ahead,
old man! The world is yours!”
Arms about each other’s shoulders, the Babbitt men marched into

the living-room and faced the swooping family.
xk
RESIGNATION RECALLED
(Continued from Page 6)
quit, simply because you have lost
some part of your
seemed so necessary
have

to

make

the

body which
to life. You

best

of

it, and

find some way to compensate for
your loss. Sure, I felt the same way
you do, at first. I wasn’t a hero. I
didn’t smile the first thing and
pamper myself into thinking some-

one would, in all probability take
care of me for the rest of my life.

I. had a tough time finding a job,
too. Before

the war I was a base-

ball player. Had high hopes of trying out for professional when

I got

of mine told me of an opening for
a cab driver. I wondered how in
heaven I was ever going to be able
to drive a car again, but I got out
and tried one of those “amputee”
models, and pretty soon it came
easy. It sounds simple, but it was
almost a year. A year’s a long time,

in anybody’s language.
“And

one,

too, until she upped and married a

business

man with

a

fortune but hardly a spark left in
his life. She told me he offered her
security, and that was basically what
a gitl married for these days.
“We're strangers, Hunter, but
lots of strangers get together and
eventually grow to be inseparable.
I like your looks, and with a little
encouragement, I think you will
show possibilities of an ambition.
How about making a try of it, together?”

“You're okay, Connely.

I surely

appreciate what you have done for
me tonight. You make everything
look so simple, and yet you're as
cold as a mackeral. It'll be fine by

me. I’m willing to give anything a
try, for a little while.”
“Good,

then

the

first

thing

to

do is get you to bed. Mind sleeping with

me?

Sorry, I’ve only got

one bed. ‘Tomorrow we can start
planning . . . get you a job, any
job in order to get a little money,
for a bigger stake.”

“As a man, I oughtn’t to accept
your

offer

of boarding,

but

since

it’s begging I’m doing, I accept,”
Tom said.
Jim went into the bedroom, and
began making changes which would
permit the extra accommodation,
and within

the hour,

he had

Tom

settled. Leaving him, he went out
into the living room, thinking to
himself:
“Tomorrow I'll see Gordon down
at the Station. What with that
young fellow quitting his job, there
ought to be an opening for Tom.
That would at least get him started.

back. It was in my blood . . . same

He can bunk here in the meantime.

as anybody else with an ambition.
That was all I ever dreamed of. But

Who knows, maybe we'll stay together indefinitely . . . always did

things had to change, and I knew

want company!”

it. So when

I came

back, a buddy

light,

and

lay down

He crossed the room to turn out

on

lips, and

he turned

on his side, to

tub his good leg. Now

was

the

to sleep. A sigh escaped his
more

wear

and

that there

tear

on

it, it

got so tired. With this in mind,
and thought of the tomorrow, Jim

Connely fell asleep.
*

as for the girl, I had

middle-aged

the
couch

*

NO QUEEN FOR YOU
(Continued from Page 11)
to another, and this week I quit

forging.” Fran glides in your arms
as though she belongs there.
“By

the

way,

Fran,”

you

say,

after shrugging off the remark about

all the Delts wanting to meet you.

“Who’s jilted co-ed are you? You’re

not by the way of Tom

Wilburn,

are you?”
“No, not quite, Jim,” she says.
“Nick James was the boy.”
“James!” you say knowingly.
“He’s this year’s track captain. Good
boy, but not too smart.”

“Not too smart!” Fran explodes,

backing

away

six

one

feet,

to look

inch.

“He

up

at your
made

Dean’s list at mid-semester’s.”
“He made one
say, “scholar or
therefore he’s not
need a blueprint

the

big mistake,” you
nor scholar, and
smart. You don’t
for this, do you,

Fran?” You're looking into her grey

irises again, Jim, and her lids aren’t

hanging half way.
“That’s a campus for you,” Fran
says smilingly. “Too bad the track
and basketball seasons overlap or
Gwen could catch Nick on the rebound from Tom.”
“Maybe she'll catch him any-

way,” you say glibly. You and Fran

have danced your way back to the

Tri Phi house and you go get her
evening wrap. You hate to cover
up such a pretty gown as Fran’s.
It’s not a party dress, but a slick,

off-the-shoulder number.
“I like you, Jimmie,” she says,
as you walk her toward the Tri

Phi terrace. It’s

a warm

night for

November. The terrace overlooks
the town from the elevation of the
campus, and they say it’s a pretty
Jim Baron,
sight at night. Tonight,

you're going out to get a really good
look at it for the first time.
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HEY

These were the days, when time was given to friendly
thought

FROSH !

And houses along the way were homes to those who

Hello Fregshmen—what’s your name?

rode the East End cars.

You have a tag I see.

That’s the way the Sophomore’s say
You're welcome at U.D.

I went riding tonight.
We turn the page to Springtime.

The upperclassmen won't appear
To make a lot of fuss
But don’t be fooled—they’re just as glad
To have you part of us.
The
Are
The
And

Now children and cars were one in thought
To pass the railroad before a freight train came along

To prevent the child from reaching school,
Before the late gong sounded.

Another page . . . summer . . . happiness, ruling the

campus organizations here
eager to have you too,
U.D. News, the Spirit Club,
C.A.B.0.S.—to name a few.

groups along the way,

Picnic baskets . . . told the tale . . . to Soldiers Home
and Lakeside.
Autumn now. The child has grown to maiden-hood.
Teen-age .. . parties... dates . . . and dinners.

They want you for your spirit,

Ideas, pep, and such,
Without support from all of you

The men who drive our cars along make note,

With mothers .. . the changes Time is making, with

They can’t do very much.

their children.
The older-folk are courting years . . . Courteous ever,

Rallies, bonfires, football games

The men upon the Third Street line . . . solicitious of

Keep social life in sight
And don’t forget each Hangar

dance

their charges.

If, of an eve the schedule permits, the haste not too

On alternate Sunday nights.

We know it takes a little while
To feel that you belong

great to wait
For one running hard,
destination.

It won’t take half as long!

Now here, upon this page, betrothed ones noted...

So catch that “U.D. Spirit Train”
—MAnp EINE UNGER

Fini

this car, to get

recorded lives, no more

to

to ride

the cars.

kok
| WENT

. . . the book

to catch

Then came the Flood . . . followed War . . . entrainment

ARIDING TONIGHT

made at Webster

and Third.

The overhead .. . we're growing now . . . Progress is
the note.

I went a-riding tonight.

The dams protect our town . . . our driver makes the

An old, old Friend and I.

comment.

And as we eastward went our way,

Years pass . . . old friends are gone . . . new faces take
their places.

Memory joined our ride.
I went a-riding tonight,

War comes again, a sterner note. Tenseness and Haste
now tule,
But with it all our older Third Street men, retain their

And Memory held her book.

And as the gleaming rails slide past
On pages cast a look.

courteousness.

Here, Mother hailed the car,
And to the motorman gave a child.

Peace strikes the chord . . . calm returns. But changes

And as each day succeeded day,

Old friends and homes are gone. This is the date...

have been wrought

Upon the cars, Adventure joined the group.

another friend departs.

I went a-riding tonight. The driver up-holds tradition

Friend met friend, with friendly word
As wintertime approached;
Twixt driver, and passengers a warmth of feeling
ensued

of the line.

A friendly smile . . . to those who entered, a word of
greeting.

To thaw its icy touch.

And as the pages were flicked past . .

A comment
e

snows

e

.

highly banked...

Sleigh-bells . . . wee ones trudging thru’ . .

fights and faces washed.

. snowball

e

from “E. Smith,” the driver . . . “The cars

and rails are badly worn
Tomorrow the newer bus appears . . . the street-car will
be gone.”
(Continued on Page 22)
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Student Essays...
PROBLEMS
LOVE-LORN
At

first

attracted by my physique and good

OF THE

glance,

looks—or

EDITOR

what?”

don’t know

it would

Hmmmmm

— we

what the “or what”

is,

seem

but we'll bet that that’s the thing

that the job of answering letters
from people who present a multi-

she goes for. How would it be any-

tude of troubles is a rather easy
matter. However, a closer look will

show that this is no small
after all, you cannot, to a
larly difficult problem, say
bearer, “Aw, go soak yer

task—
particuto the
head.”

Things like that just aren’t being
done—in polite circles, that is. But
picture this: you are the editor of
the “Tearful Tales” column, and
you receive a letter along these
lines . . . “I am a rather young
woman of only twenty-three, married,

and

dren. My
one dollars
and gives
to buy the

the

mother

of

six chil-

husband makes twentyand fifty cents per week,
me a whole ten dollars
food, pay the bills, and

clothe the family. He spends the
rest of the money on women and

liquor, and comes home drunk at
three in the morning and beats me

with

the

ironing

board.

What

should I do?” Well, the answer to
this is childishly simple—merely

burn. the ironing board.
And, of course, there is the case
of a personable young fellow, one
Bellyrumble O. VanMazuma, who
tells us that (and we quote) “I inherited ten million dollars last year,
and soon after began going with a
beautiful blonde waitress named
Gertie La Flame.

thing else?

The

column

McWhinny, and I have been going
steady with Beowulf Opportunity
Knox for the last nine years, ever
since I was

sixteen.

teeth

(slightly),

and am

think

Gertie

loves

me,

or

is

And

his

the

Boiled

Canadians,

when

sud-

denly Hose-Nose (that’s my pet
name for Beowulf) grabbed me,
held me against his Adam’s
apple, and tried to kiss me. Need-

less to say, I resisted, but I began
to wonder—never before has this
happened. That is my problem—
should I have let him kiss me, or
was I right in refusing?” T’sk, tsk,
and a tch, tch. It’s a cinch that he

We

won’t

say

that

you

shouldn’t kiss him, but after all,
don’t go rushing into anything heed-

lessly now.
A few sessions of this, and you

become

eligible for a free trip to

your friendly State squirrel cage, believe us! Going our way?
—Joun

x

x

e

a

aN
eee

KeELLy

A TREASURE!

Whoever said, “Man’s best friend
is his dog” was probably a disap-

pointed,

disillusioned skeptic.

Ap-

ply the old saying, “Show me your
friends and I'll tell you what you

are,” and .. . living in a dog-house

for most people would prove rather

inconvenient and uncomfortable!

Man’s best friend, naturally speaking, is man. Of course, man’s Friend
of Friends has always been and will
always be Almighty God, particularly in the man-God Jesus Christ.
But just as Christ had His chosen

friends, so also He has given the
gift of friendship to men to share

and enjoy.

There are few things that Holy
Scripture praises as highly as it does
friends and friendship. These words

occur time and again throughout its
pages—to be exact, 266 times. The
whole book of Ecclesiasticus might
be said to be a commentary on the

Art of Friendship. In its pages we
read:

hasn’t been domineering, to say the

least.

a

she

then,

other night, it happened. We were
sitting on the sofa, listening to the
sweet music of Gay Lumbago and

I am six feet, ten

bit cross-eyed and therefore wear
glasses. In college I won my letter
for being alternate string changer
on the yo-yo team. As I am a careful driver, I have wrecked only
three of my twelve Buick convertibles. My problem is this: Do you

be com-

sistance, which would be something
like this: “My name is Sepulveda

inches tall, weigh 158 pounds, ‘have

buck

wouldn’t

plete. without some_ bewildered
maiden sending in her plea for as-

FIND

“A faithful friend is a strong
defense: and he that hath found
him hath found a treasure. Noth-

ing can be compared to a faithful friend, and no weight of gold
and

silver

is able

the goodness

to

countervail

of his fidelity.

A

faithful friend is the medicine of

life

and

immortality,

and

they

that fear the Lord shall find him.”
And who is there who would not
wish to find him?

Yet, friendship

is one of those

things that men desire, but do not
care to talk about. It seems so per-

sonal a thing—something like the
woman steeped in Puritanism who
always hung the underclothes on
the inside line on washdays, as
though it were something to be
Page nineteen

ashamed of. Not so. Christ did not
hesitate to tell His apostles, “I have
called you friends.”

You mustn’t back away, no, no, for

I want you to hear every word

have to say. It is a tale well worth
hearing, and, once heard, never forgotten!

7

You ask, “What has all this got
to do with me?” Just this. The
school year is young. We ourselves
are young. Christ once told the
Jews to “lay up for yourselves
treasurers.” Friendship, according to
Divine

Revelation,

is a treasure.

Ah,

A

self, because “a new friend is as new

shalt
and
“in
shall

it shall grow

old, and

thou

drink it with pleasure.” “Grace
friendship deliver a man,” and
the midst of his friends he
glory.”

The making

of frends

frosh, whose

name

Hamdyn’s room was always neat
and tidy. On his dresser was a
large picture of his best girl, dressed
in jeans and dungaree jacket, and
bearing a pick axe on her shoulder.

is not a

difficult task. An old adage says,
“To have a friend, be a friend.”

There
resist
Holy
word
word,

yes, this

was Hamdyn Baskyn, dwelled in a
lovely room in Alumni Hall. On the
same corridor were a number of
other freshmen with whom he used
to laugh and sing, and while away
many a happy hour playing “pinochle” and “old maid.”

wise man will make friends for himwine:

I

At the window a pair of blue dotted
Swiss curtains fluttered in the

are few who are too cold to
the warmth of charity. Also,
Scripture says that “a sweet
multiplieth friends.” A kind
a warm smile can speak vol-

breeze. Little did he know in what
sinister way those curtains were to
mark his doom! Ah! Hah! Hah!
Hah! Ha!
Gather

umes—if it is sincere.

’round,

freshmen,
hermit

old

the

of

come
A

202

One word more. One of the sure
ways to increase the number of
friends you have (and it is foolish

closer,

to believe

he went to bed at 8:30 nearly every
night—yes; he obeyed the rules of

that your friends

must

be few, or exclusively yours)

is to

won’t hurt you . . . You see, little
Hamdyn forgot one thing. He
studied his lessons every day—yes;

interest Christ in the problem. It
was through him, though they did
not realize it, that “Herod and

Pilate

were

made

friends.”

Alumni

But—he made one mistake. And he

And

never lived to make another!!

For one night—’twas on the 31st

Gather

’round,

freshmen,

for

I

terror into your very veins—a

tale

to

the

quicken

the

pulse,

chill

blood, and curl your very toenails!
There now! "Tis nothing but a
sweet, sad story about a dear little
freshman—a merry little freshman
—a blythe little fellow, whom even
the sophomores loved. But he made
one fatal mistake!!
How, now. Calm yourselves
Page twenty

.. .

graveyard

window

where

congregating.

faced

the

the ghosts

The

were

two lovely blue

curtains now in the moonlight assumed a gray cadaverous look, and
blowing back and forth in the wind
they seemed like two huge jellyfish spreading and contracting them-

to close in on

selves, ready
prey.

any

Then a thousand voices seemed
to laugh and groan in the same in-

stant, and the next instant all was
still.

“Hamdyn Baskin,” came a low,
mysterious woman’s voice, “Where

is your freshman cap?” Hamdyn lay

in mute dread.
“Where is it?”

Hamdyn lay helpless. He knew
that he had never worn a freshman
cap; in fact, he had never possessed
one.
“Hamdyn Baskin,” a hollow voice
demanded, “Sing the marching
song!” Hamdyn could not open his
mouth. He had never heard the
marching song.

“Hamdyn,” a third voice screamed,
“When did you last go to a pep
rally?”
Then Hamdyn, too petrified to
his two blue

saw

curtains

silently begin a bizarre dance. As

"Twas

have a tale to unfold that will strike

heard all in solemn

his

decked

month

of October—What
lads and

lasses?

is over!

*
OF A FRESHMAN

for

breathe,

day was that, my

Woop.

Hamdyn
dread,

day of that restless, rustling, devil-

What, can’t speak? Hah, you'll
swallow your tongues before my tale

*‘*

TALE

fact,

the proctor hardly knew he existed.

through the centuries, men and
women have become friends of God
and friends of one another through
Him. “A faithful friend is a strong
defense: and he that hath found
Him hath found a treasure.”
—Rosert

Hall to the letter—in

goblins that seek erring freshmen in
their beds!

on

that

night

that little

Hamdyn, his lessons carefully done,
his clothes carefully laid out, but all
in vain, lay down to rest. It was his
last resting place; his last known
resting place, that is.
For some time later, maybe hours,

maybe minutes, that sighing, searching, spectre-raising wind, that wind
that witches love to ride on, began
to whistle through the graveyard.
And who is it that low moan-like
whistle calls on Hallowe’en but evil
demons, sprites, ghosts, ghouls, and

they

swayed

rippled

the window

from

float away

their

back

and

surfaces

forth

and

and
and

swung

around, the wind began to blow,
softly at first, but then with a most
terrific roar!
The two curtains swirled into the
most towering, horrific pillar, whirling at terrible speed! Then they
descended

on

Hamdyn,

twisted

themselves about him, barely short
of strangling him, and he was borne

through the window in a

roar of

wind.

What became of him? The last
trace of him ever found was a pair
of blue curtains lying across a tombstone. Ah! Hah! Hah! Hah! Ha!
—Miiiie Mooney.
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1 WENT

RIDING TONIGHT

WE

(Continued from Page 18)

FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

Yes, badly worn “in service to those along the way”...
a bond grew.

Remembered still . . . as Progress strides along.
The end of the route . . . and destination. A parting...

I said adieu.
I went a-riding tonight.
—ADELAIDE

ForD

(My tribute to Third Street cars, eastbound, and their
motormen. Final run, Saturday evening, September

27, 1947.)
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AWPU
Hear ye, hear ye, guys and gals
—it is the first plague column of
the year, full of all the latest in dirt
and dope about your pals—and yes,
about you too. So from now on
watch your step kiddies, that is un-

less you want to see your name in
print, for we hear all, see all and
print all.
But first, but first we must mention that collossal (???) Freshman
Welcome dance—achew, scuse me,
caught a slight cold. If you like to
dance in your overcoat, sit on the
floor between

dances, and dance

so

close that your arm was around the
guy dancing next to you, why then

that was just the place to be. Jack
Dawson and Joe Wehner got so
disgusted that they took their girls
and went home to dance in their
own front rooms.—And crowded, it

was so crowded that Betty Custenborder was dancing for five minutes

before she found out that it wasn’t
with Bud. Doug Lawson swung his
big moment out during a number
and didn’t find her again until two
dances

later, and—well,

it was

be

NUT-WAS

love????—We

Brown

see

that

Mary

and Norris Hellwig are one

of the few couples left over from
last year. Nice to see old and familiar sights——Hear that Mickey
McGuire has gotten married . . .
Free Kleenex will be given out tomorrow for all sobbing females.—
Can it be that Dick Jordan is actually getting a hard time from

Jeannie????—It’s happened,

the al-

most impossible has come

to pass.

Ray Janaszek has at last fallen, and
the lucky girl is Pat Serrer—Chris
Economidies has given Louis Caras

the pitch, so now Fran Quinn
seems to be the big wheel.—We
hear that Don Wehner is back on
the Monty bandwagon.— Larry

Dugan really made those lucky girls
at the lounge open house happy by
going around and introducing him-

self. They (feminine) were quite
thrilled. And at the same gathering
we saw Stretch Mahoney sampling
the punch and turning up his nose
because it didn’t give forth stronger

odors and bigger kicks. Whaddaya
want,

Stretch, eggs

in your beer??

just

crowded.

From

observations, we noted that

the expression

of George Zimmer-

Lucy Breidenbach has been haying herself a time lately—had three

man is definitely one of deep despair. It seems that our boy can’t

dates
finally
as the
pretty

for last Saturday nite, but
ended up with John Kelly
one and only.—We hear that
blond Marilyn Thomas has

seem to find anyone to date. Could
it be that George is too particular

her heart sold on a Beta from Dennison. She’s really working hard for

could she.—Jerry Clower says that

Charles Mudd is apparently having
much of the same—no girls anywhere. Jeepers, we can’t understand
it—there seem to be plenty in the
lounge. Of course, most of them are
wearing diamonds, or wedded-bliss
bands. — The Anti - Long - Skirters

if her husband

have

that class pin.—’Tis said that Rosemary Coulter refuses the company

of her best gal friends to go to the
games

with

Bob

Loeb.
doesn’t

Tch,

how

hurry and

quit working the nite shift, she’s
going to do something desperate.
Aw now Jerry—What are those
rumors around school bout Norb
Giere and Ruth Bachs? Could it

for

our

fair

that — keep

their

feminine

smilin’,

branch

friends,

or

any way. —

out

here,

too.

Sammy DeHart.—Three of the
U.D. ambitious are planning to be
hams—radio hams, that is. Jim Hart,
Herb Hickok, and Don Menker are
taking a course at the American
Legion for that purpose—Glad to
see

our

boy,

Bill

Walsh,

back

on

campus. He decided he didn’t care

to be away

from

U.D.,

although

there were some nice things about

B.G. Bet they didn’t have a Heid,
and that was his deciding point.—
_ Frank Hollenkamp’s Rah Rah
basketball

team

has

disbanded.

(Strictly gal’s basketball.) He contends that they didn’t stick to his
training rules——Speaking of engagements— (was someone?) Bill Bachus just gave Dottie Ramey a huge,

gorgeous-surp-ring. This is hot off
the press.—And we were told to con-

gratulate Bob Mains on his engagement to Gladys Daley. Not that
we're surprised.—Al Horning and
Ginney Graham are about ready to

celebrate their

third

anniversary—

three months, that is.—Gloria Bush-

baum

and

Glen

Mumpower

are

looking forward to saying those ties

that bind. Gloria has a lovely platinum diamond.—Joella Schmidt and
Dick DeBard

wedding

date.

have agreed to set a

Poor

Joella—Dick’s

out West—way out West.—Not engaged, but going steady are Bud
Weeks and Betty Custenborder.—

Charlie
Duncan and Charlotte
Shearer are continuing a long-lasting friendship. Glad to see that
some

people stay in love.—It’s en-

couraging.
So far, we aren’t getting around
much any more—in the way of
knowing the dirt—but some of our
friends know your friends—and in

Upon query, we find that the most

that

serious Antists are Stan Groene and

printing just those things you don’t

way,

we

have

the

honor

of

Frank Maloney. Rating a close second (practically neck ’n neck) are
John Kelly, Jack Dawson, and

want discussed over the bridge and

poker tables. Feature that. Things
are tough all over these days.
Page
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White Villa
QUALITY CANNED FOODS

LAUREL

Crackers and Cakes

SOLD BY OVER 1000 RETAIL GROCERS
WHO OWN THEIR OWN
COOPERATIVE WHOLESALE GROCERY

WHITE

BAKED IN
DAYTON

VILLA GROCERS, Inc.

CARR-CONSOLIDATED
Bakeries

LAUREL

DAYTON, OHIO

DIVISION

Banner
Best Wishes

David Margolis

HOUSEWARES, TOYS
HARDWARE, HOTEL
and RESTAURANT
SUPPLIES

Class ‘23
and

THE METROPOLITAN

“For Good Health . . .

Bazaar

19 East SECOND ST.

of

CO.

Fresh Fruits and Vegetables”

ADams

9521

Pure - Wholesome
Delicious

The H. Office & Brother Co.
FRUITS

AND VEGETABLES

20-26 SOUTH
1896
Phone

ST. CLAIR

Over 50 Years Dependable

ST.

Service

FUlton 5137

1947

Dayton, Ohio
You

FUlton

5371

ARCHIE SHERER COMPANY
18-20

South

Jefferson

DAYTON,
—

Office

Furniture

—

Safe - Lockers
— Filing

Street

can

always

be

sure

that

Tell-

ing’s Sealtest
Ice
Cream
is pure,
rich and wholesome.
Sealtest
Ice
Cream is carefully tested in order to
conform to the rigid, high standards
of The Sealtest System of Laboratory Protection.
That is why Telling’s Sealtest Ice Cream
is famed
for its high quality, absolute purity
and delicious flavor.

OHIO
—

THE

Shelving

— Visible
Supplies

TELLING-BELLE

Systems

VERNON

Division of National Dairy
DAYTON,

Products

OHIO

CO.
Corp.

Little Moron

Corner

Mohair Moron, the upholsterer’s son,
was found huddled up and shivering
in his refrigerator one day. He explained by saying, “I was th-thirsty
for a P-pepsi-C-cola and was t-told
it should be d-drunk when cold. Now
I can drink it. ’'m c-ce-cold!”
You don’t have to be a moron to
write these

...

but it helps.

$2

for each accepted we'll pay you,
and

Sing a song of sixpence, pockets full of
dough. Here’s the way you'll get it from
Pepsi-Cola Co. Make us laugh . . . if you
can. We'll pay you $1, $2, $3... as much
as $15 for stuff we accept
— and print.
Think of it. You can retire. (As early as
9

P.

M.

if you

to mention

like.)

You

Pepsi-Cola

—HE-SHE

don’t

but that

have

always

GAGS—

makes us smile. So send in your jokes, gags
and no bottle tops to Easy Money Dept.,
Pepsi-Cola

Co.,

Long

Island

City, N.

Y.

The very next day you may receive a
de-luxe radio-phonograph combination and
a nine-room prefabricated house. [t won’t
be from us. We'll just send you money if
we feel like it. Easy Money, too.

GET FUNNY...WIN

not a penny

more.

EXTRA ADDED
ATTRACTION
At the end of the year we’re going
to review all the stuff we buy, and
the item we think was best of all is
going to get an extra

$100.00

MONEY...WRITE

A TITLE

If you're a “he” or a “she” (as we suspect) writing HE-SHE jokes should be
a cinch for you. If you’re not a “he”
or a “she” don’t bother. Anyway, if
you're crazy enough to give us gags
like these, we might be crazy enough
to pay you a few bucks for them.
*

*

*

He:

Give me a kiss and I'll buy you a
Pepsi-Cola . . . or something.
She: Correction. Either you'll buy me a
Pepsi . . . or nothing!
*

He:

*

*

Whena man leans forward eagerly,
lips parted, thirsting for loveliness,

don’t you know what to do?
She: Sure,

give

He ghost:

I'm thirsty. Let’s go haunt

*

him

a Pepsi-Cola.

*

*

the Pepsi-Cola plant.
She ghost: That’s
*

the

spirit!

K

*

$3.00 (three bucks) we pay for stuff
like this, if printed. We are not
ashamed

of ourselves,

either!
22

oe

CUTE

This is easier than taking candy away from a baby. And less squawking.
Maybe you don’t want to be rich, but just force yourself. You'll like it.

SAYINGS

of KIDDIES

And,

if we like the title you write for this cartoon

(age 16 to 19 plus)

A famous sage has said that people are
funnier than anybody. If that were true,
all you’d have to do would be listen to

cept. Chances are it would be things like
these unless we get some sense.

what the kiddies are saying, write it down,

“My

George,

who

Guy

Fawkes

Day,

send it in, and we'd buy it. If that were
true.

It

might

be,

for

all

we

we'll force ourself to give

you $5. Or if you send us your own cartoon idea we'll up it to $10. For a
cartoon that you draw yourself, we'll float a loan and send you $15 if we
print it. Could you expect any more? Yes, you could expect.

know.

We

haven't the slightest idea what we'll ac-

moved

him

last month.

what

kind

will just

had
When

his

be

17

on

appendix

the doctor

of stitching

next

re-

asked

he’d like to

have,

George

said,

‘suture

self,

doctor’.”

‘Elmer Treestump says his girl Sagebrush,
only 2214, brings a bottle of Pepsi-Cola
along on every date for protection. She
tells everybody,

‘that’s my

Pop!’”

$1 each for acceptable stuff like this.

NE
ra

BA

RIGHT CO
Cc Op’ y right

1947,

Liccett

&

Myers

Tosacco
A

Co

STE

su

no

BEST TOBACCos

